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Sunny Jim 
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>UNNY JIM" was just seven 
years old on that morning 
in early spring when we 
took him with us to gather crocuses. 
We wrapped him up warmly in an 
old blanket as a protection from the 
cool breeze; and each of us took 
turns pulling the little wagon along 
the cow-path that led to the pasture. 
I had reached the age of twelve and 
felt responsible for my young 
brother. I was glad his little chest 
showed no sign of heaving, and his 
breath seemed quite normal. The 
doctor had hopes that he would out- 
grow his asthmatic condition, and 
we all longed to see him well and 
strong. 

The pasture was covered with 
crocuses, their purplish-white petals 
looking so beautiful against the 
green grass. "Sunny Jim" gleefully 
jumped out of the wagon and soon 
his hands were filled with flowers. 

Then it was that the shrill note 
of a meadow lark sounded. "Hello, 
you merry fellow! Won't you fly- 
right up to Heaven and ask God to 



make me well and strong?" shouted 
Sunny Jim. Glancing down he no- 
ticed that the crocuses in his hand 
had already begun to wilt in the 
warm sun. "They are dying!" he 
cried. "P3rhaps I will die!" 

Then, as if the meadow lark 
seemed to sense the thoughts of the 
child and wanted to inspire his 
faith, it lifted its wings and began 
to soar higher and higher, until it 
was lost behind the fleecy clouds. 

Thirty times Mother Nature 
brought a fresh growth of crocuses 
to the old pasture, and for three 
decades the meadow larks heralded 
the end of winter, with its cold and 
sleet. Each time spring came 



flowers of purity grew and birds of 
faith and trust sang. In times of 
perplexity we all came to him with 
our. problems. He always seemed to 
give the right answers. 

One dark spring night "Sunny 
Jim" was lying on a hospital bed. 
When he gasped for breath I gave 
him oxygen from the tank that al- 
ways stood beside his bed for any 
emergency. Even the elements 
seemed to sense the battle that was 
going on in the little room. Black 
clouds gathered overhead, lightning 
flashed and the thunder rumbled — 
finally the lights went out. The nurse 
came in and lit a candle, and the 
flickering light shone upon the pa- 
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"Sunny Jim" rejoiced in the mar- 
vels of God's handiwork. He had 
never known what it was to be 
strong in body, but he had learned 
to live with his illness. The dis- 
cipline of sickness had developed a 
patient spirit and, in his tribula- 
tion, he found himself. The Lord 
became very real to him, and he 
possessed the peace that "passeth 
all understanding". His soul en- 
joyed a perpetual springtime, where 



Love and Duty 



^E fair green hills of Galilee, 

That girdle quiet Nazareth, 
' What glorious vision did ye see, 

When Re who conquered sin and death 
Your flowery slopes and summits trod, 

And grew in grace with man and God? 

And love to man and love to God. 

And duty marked each step He trod, 
He wrought no sign. But meekness, truth, 

No angels on His errands sped, 
As childhood ripened into youth; 

We saw no glory crown His head, 



Jesus, my Saviour, Master, King, 

Who didst for me the burden bear, 

While saints in Heaven Thy glory sing, 

Let me on earth Thy likeness wear: 

Mine be the path Thy feet have trod, 
Duty and love to man and God. 
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tient's worn face. "Dear God, why 
has he suffered so?" my sad heart 
questioned. 

In the morning the warm rays 
of the sun were awakening Nature 
and, from the window of the hos- 
pital, I could see the crocuses in the 
field. Some were standing, despite 
the cloudburst during the night, but 
many blooms had been beaten down 
into the ground. How like the life 
of "Sunny Jim", I thought. Sud- 
denly a meadow lark began to fill 
the air with notes of joy. Despite 
the terrible ordeal of the midnight 
storm the bird was singing again, 
because a new day had dawned. 
The midnight storm of suffering 
would soon be over for "Sunny 
Jim", then he, too, would be wel- 
coming in the new day with song. 
I thought of Paul's words to the 
Corinthians: "For we know that if 
our earthly house of this taber- 
nacle were dissolved, we have a 
building of God, an house not made 
with hands, eternal in the heavens". 

"I want you to pray for me," 

said "Sunny Jim". "I want you to 

' pray that, if I can't get strong 

enough to care for myself, God will 

take me home to Heaven." 

All the questionings within my 
heart disappeared, and a quiet trust 
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and the Crocuses 



filled my soul. So often, for those 
in sorrow, I had read the words of 
Romans 8:28, "And we know that 
all things work together for good 



to them that love God, to them that 
are the called, according to His pur- 
pose." 

I found myself singing softly 
"Rock of Ages, cleft for me", and I 
rejoiced to hear "Sunny Jim" testify 
to his faith as he repeated slowly, 
"Let me hide myself in Thee". Soon 
his earthly house was not fit to live 
in any longer, and his spirit took 
wings through the valley of the 
shadow into the presence of the 
Lord. 

Out in a ljttle country graveyard 
it is springtime once again. The 
cold days of winter are passed; the 
crocuses are peeping through the 
^ground and the meadow lark 
heralds in a new day. None can 
explain a springtime with all its 
new creation, without acknowl- 



edging the great power of Almighty 
God, who makes things over anew. 
The God of the birds and the 
flowers is the God of "Sunny Jim". 
Paul's words to the Romans bring 
comfort to those who tarry behind, 
"For to this end Christ both died, 
and rose, and revived, that he might 
be Lord both of the dead and the 
living." (Romans 14: 9.) 



"E'en for the dead I will not bind my 
soul to grief; 

Death cannot long divide. 
For is it not as though the rose that 
climbed my garden wall 

Has blossomed on the other side7 
Death doth hide, 

But not divide; 
Thou art but on Christ's other sidel 

Thou art with Christ, and Christ with 



In Christ united still are we." 

— Streams in the Desert, 
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A MINISTER whose parish is 
/I in a slum in Liverpool, 

• "^vT" England, spent three days 

in a beautiful home with spacious 
grounds in Bcvei-ly Hills, Califor- 
nia, As he took leave of his host 
he said, "It's perfectly wonderful 
here. I don't know how you are 
going to appreciate Heavenl" 

Surely there is something in that 
for each of us! We settle down, be- 
come very comfortable, establish 
ourselves so securely, or as we think 
so securely, that the thought of 
Heaven seldom visits our minds, 
and is not always welcome when 
it presents itself. F. W. Meyers, who 
was deeply interested in psychic 
phenomena, talked with a friend 
about life after 

death. The friend K^^^^^^W^ 
tried to steer 
the conversation 
in another direc- 
tion by saying, . 
"Of course, if you I 
press me, I be- 
lieve that we shall all enter into 
eternal bliss, but I wish you would 
not talk about such subjects." 

Why should talk about life after 
death be disagreeable? It is usually 
due to misconceptions. A man as- 
sured me once that he had no wish 
to spend eternity in a white robe, 
wearing a crown, strumming a harp, 
and singing hymns interminably, 
even if the streets were made of 
gold and the gates of pearl. It is 
incredible that some people should 
treat so literally the glorious im- 
agery of the Bible. It is all a pic- 
ture; it is an attempt to express the 
inexpressible. White robes are sym- 
bols of stainless purity, crowns of 
moral victory, harps of abounding 
happiness, gold of the timelessness 
of Heaven — gold does not rust — and 
of the preciousness of it. Stainless 
purity, moral victory, abounding 
happiness, infinity — the Easter faith 
is the promise of something we all 
want, and never cease to want, 
something for which our hearts 
crave, something not to be had in 



this world, but to be found in 
Heaven. 

And what makes all this urgent 
and imperative for us, no longer a 
matter of indifference and uncon- 
cern, is when bereavement invades 
the home or the immediate circle of 
our friends. We want to be as- 
sured then that it is not "good-bye 
for ever." 

The most convinced agnostic, 
when he stands by the grave of a 
well-loved person, has a moment 
when he cannot believe that the 
dear companionship, which meant 
so much, is finished for ever. It is 
when love takes full possession of 
our hearts that the desire for im- 
mortality is strongest. Love cannot 



brook final separation or endure the 
thought of extinction. Eighteen 
years after his wife's death David 
Cairns dedicated to her his greatest 
book. It was characteristic of the 
man that the book was dedicated 
not to her memory but quite sim- 
ply "to H. W. C", as if she was 
still beside him. Right up to his 
last days he used to say that all 
through the years (and he lived for 
thirty-six years after her passing) 
he had never lost the vivid sense 
that she was alive, more alive than 
ever, and not far away; and he 
never ceased to cherish the active 
expectation of a rich and happy re- 
union with her in the life beyond. 

Does anybody maintain that he is 
not interested in immortality and 
has no wish to live for ever? Are 
you not thinking too much about 
yourself? Think of others, an 
honoured leader, a revered teacher, 
those most precious to you. Can you 
tolerate the thought of anyone 
precious to you being blotted out? 
Remember, too, that there are those 



to whom you are precious. Even if 
you can contemplate your own 
death and say, "I do not care 
whether that is the end of me or 
not," there are those who would 
care and do care deeply. There is 
so much in you that goes beyond 
yourself, so much that involves 
others, others whom you love and 
who love you. 

Moreover, when anyone says that 
he has no wish to live for ever he 
has failed to grasp what the Chris- 
tian hope of immortality is. It is 
not just a promise of never-ending 
existence, without heights or depths, 
without challenge or achievement. 
That would be a life of infinite 
boredom and monotony. 

In the case of 

.J.:..- ;v;w ■:■■■:■; ?j;v;^Vi- 1 the Christian 

hope of immor- 

1§ tality it is not 

I just an endless 

| prolongation of 

the life we know 

here on earth but 

a life that has quality as well as 

continuity. It is not just more of 

the same but something finer and 

better. Never think of immortality 

in terms of duration only. 

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow 
Creeps on this pretty pace from day to 
day — 

In these words Shakespeare has 
expressed the intolerable tedium of 
a mere succession of days. What the 
Christian faith means by eternal life 
is not never-ending existence, but a 
life no longer subject to temporal 
conditions at all, without limita- 
tions, with many mansions, infinite 
realms where there are new truths 
to find, new beauties to enjoy, new 
personalities to know. "To die", 
said James Barrie, "will be an aw- 
fully big adventure." 

On the tombstone of the historian 
John Richard Green were inscribed 
the words, "He died learning." Late 
in life William James was asked 
why he felt the practical need of 
immortality. He answered, "Be- 
cause I am just getting fit to live." 
(Continued on page 13) 
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y^ ALVARY is the most stu- 

g pendous happening that 

f has ever taken place, and 

** every phrase about it in 
the Gospels is worth our closest 
attention. The whole story is 
fraught with tremendous signifi- 
cance. "Whole books have been 
written and countless sermons 
preached about Christ's words 
spoken from the cross, and about 
the words of those who stood 
around the cross. The story of Cal- 
vary is able to speak to everyone 
who will ponder its significance, and 
I am one of those who believes that 
every word has its rightful place in 
the Gospel story. 

As I read, and re-read, my 
thoughts are arrested anew by the 
astonishing statement of the cen- 
turion, "Truly, this man was the 
Son of God". (Mark 15:39.) The 
thought comes to me, with con- 
viction, that it is most unlikely 
that a Roman officer of Caesar's 
Imperial Guard would speak in this ' 
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way if it were the first time he had 
met the Christ. 

These Roman soldiers were the 
occupying force of a conquering 
nation. The Romans at this time 
were proud rulers of almost all of 
the known world, stretching the 
tentacles of their military power to 
almost incredible lengths, north, 
east and south. They looked upon 
the conquered races with disdain. 
They considered themselves as be- 
ing almost supermen, and the 
hordes they had to manage as a 
rabble of savages. 

Why should the centurion stay 
near enough to the scene of execu- 
tion to regard the slow torture of 
death? Death is never a pleasant 
sight. Crucifixion is horrible be- 
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yond description. Yet, not only 
was the centurion there, but the 
narration of the Gospel gives us the 
impression that he was near enough 
to hear Christ speak. Mark's narra- 
tive makes, it clear that when the 
proud Roman heard the loud heart- 
rending cry, "Father, into Thy 
hands I commend my Spirit," he 
was moved to say, "Truly, this was 
the Son of God!" 

Could it be that this one awful 
scene was enough to convince the 
centurion that this was God's Son? 
I feel that the evidence points to 
another conclusion — that Christ and 
the centurion had met before this 
fateful day, and that there was 
something about this occasion that 
revealed to the centurion the true 
Messiahship of Christ. 

Should we identify this centurion 
with the centurion whose servant 
was sick? Read the story as Luke 
tells it in the seventh chapter, and 
note there how great is the cen- 
turion's respect for Christ. What a 
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remarkable recognition of Christ's 
power. "Say but the word and my 
servant shall be healed." No won- 
der Jesus commended him, for his 
great faith. And, of course, the ser- 
vant was healed. If this centurion 
is the same man, he has had first- 
hand knowledge of the miraculous 
power of Christ. When he heard the 
Jews mocking Jesus with "their 
cries: "He saved others . . ." the 
centurion knew in his heart that it 
was true. He can save others. He 
saved his servant. 

Moreover, if this centurion lived 
in Jerusalem he would have heard 
many stories about Jesus. We have 
but to turn the pages of Luke's 
wonderful Gospel to realize how 
much did happen after the servant 




was healed. Not only miracles of 
healing, but also the astounding 
resurrection of Lazarus must have 
come to his knowledge. How eager- 
ly, how carefully, he retained every 
report about the prophet who had 
befriended him and healed his ser- 
vant. He not only had power to 
heal, but power to overcome death! 

This went through his mind as he 
looked on the bleeding form of 
the Christ, and he realized how true 
it was that Jesus "saved others". 

But, hark! how the cruel, mock- 
ing words ring out, "He saved 
others. Himself He cannot save!" 
Ah! but wait a moment. The cen- 
turion knows that this is not true! 
He could save himself, if he would. 
He has miraculous power. As he 
looks on the agonized face of Jesus 
he realizes there must be a reason 
why He remains hanging there in 
the grip of the cold hand of death 
when he undoubtedly could come 
down from the cross if he wished. 
Thus he gets a glimpse of the firm 
purpose of Christ's life and ministry. 
Perhaps he had heard Christ say: 
"I lay down my life of myself. No 
man taketh it from Me." If this be 
true, Jesus is indeed a superman. 
Such sacrifice is divine. Dying this 
terrible death, He could save Him- 
self, but He will not! And now the 
words burst forth with a kind of 
triumphant certitude, "Truly, this 
man was the Son of God!" 

What is the lesson for us in this? 
(Continued on page 12) 
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Sunrise in a Cemetery 



>^j ABLY in the morning, the 
!■ first day of the week, we 
C_-* gathered on a hillside just 
beyond the city. Like the women 
who sought to anoint the entombed 
body of the Lord, we came to a 
cemetery. Unlike them, however, 
we were not sad of heart or fearful. 
A few tears may have fallen as 
some among us paused beside the 
place where a loved one had been 
lately laid to rest, but we "sorrowed 
not as others who have no hope". 
It was Easter Sunday, and we were 
assembling for our sunrise service. 

To some, a cemetery might seem 
quite inappropriate as the setting 
for such a service. To the believers 
here, however, it has become tradi- 
tional. They think it the ideal place, 
and joining them there, one cannot 
but agree that they are right. 

The consecrated place is park-like 
and picturesque. Evergreens mingle 
with arbutus and dogwood in the 
surrounding groves, while at the 
entrance a fine old cottonwood 
stands sentinel. It is ' April; the 
tulips and daffodils are in full 
bloom, and the grass is already 
showing fresh spring growth. Peace 
is here, and quiet beauty. 

The hillside, rising and folding as 
it does, provides a natural platform 
from which a speaker can readily 
address the congregation on the 
gentle slopes below and before him. 
This morning, perhaps a thousand 
people have gathered. 

We stand among the memorials to 
our dead and rejoice that Christ 
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lives. Prom this prominence, one 
can see much of the surrounding 
countryside. It reminds us that the 
significance of life is often best seen 
from the vantage point of death. 
Although it is early, the sun has 
already risen. In its kindly, cheer- 
ing light we see a symbol of the 
hour when these sleeping ones shall 
awaken. They lie, as is customary 
in Christian burying-places, facing 
the East. They are watching for the 
sun rising; they will not be disap- 
pointed. 

Music from the Army band peals 
bell-like through the fresh morning 
air. The leader of the meeting in- 
vokes God's blessing in prayer and 
another minister reads the Scrip- 
tures. A local Mennonite choir 



me as the little white casket of his 
dead baby was lowered into the 
earth. I remember, and I am glad 
for the Easter hope. It shines in its 
greatest glory here, for without it 
the cemetery would be an unre- 
lieved tragedy. 

How cruel is the grave! How final 
death's decrees! But no; the music 
is reassuring me of life's ultimate 
triumph, and the people are sing- 
ing: 

"No more we tremble at the grave, 

For He who died our souls to save 
Will raise our bodies too. 

What though this earthly house shall 

fail. 
The Saviour's power will yet prevail 
And build it up anew." 

It is against this background that 
I recall my last visit to my sister's 
sick bed. My senior by a few years, 
she had been companion and confi- 
dante to me since Mother passed 
away. Now, still a young woman 
herself, she lies dying. Slowly she 
has yielded her strength to the 
malady which has been destroying 
her body for years. Her voice has 
faded until she can only whisper 
weakly to me. Her hair, which had 
always been beautiful, seems un- 
sightly now — there is far too much 
of it since her face has shrunk so 
visibly. I sit beside her and try to 
talk. Just out ' of my teens and 
newly-commissioned as an officer, I 
am supposed to know what to say 
to comfort the dying. But when it is 
one's own, it is hard to find words. 
I must go back to my corps, know- 
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blends fifty voices in that lovely 
harmony for which it is famous. 
Then all of us, facing uphill toward 
the leader, sing, "Christ arose". 

I remember an evangelist's words, 
read years ago: "Who like Jesus can 
walk with us through the cemetery? 
Who can wipe away bereavement's 
tears like Jesus?" Who, indeed? 
Like every Christian minister, I 
have stood beside many open 
graves. I recall the heartbreak of 
an old gentleman as he said his last 
tender good-bye to the form of one 
who had been helpmeet and sweet- 
heart for fifty years. I see again the 
troubled young father' who, on a 
bleak winter's day, stood alone with 



ing I will never see Marjorie alive 
again. Yes, it is hard to say good- 
bye as I had to say goodbye to my 
dying sister in that familiar home 
on the shores of: West Bay, where 
the tides of Fundy run. 

But Easter lightens the gloom of 
the grave. Easter is both history 
and prophecy. It celebrates the fact 
of His resurrection, and it heralds 
our faith that we too shall rise and 
be with Him. "Because I live ye 
shall live also. . . . The trumpet 
shall sound, and the dead shall be 
raised incorruptible. ... If we be- 
lieve that Jesus died and rose again, 
even so them also which sleep in 
Jesus will God bring with Him." 
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ft. m #HAT would happen if, sud- 
I /I I denly, proof were forth- 
l/ \y coming that the resurrec- 
tion story was a myth — that Jesus 
never rose from the dead? The 
whole of Christendom would be 
stunned; the Communists and other 
enemies of the Cross would be jubi- 
lant, declaring that they had known 
it was a hoax all along; those who 
had been grudgingly doing right 
out of a sense of duty to a creed, 
would throw all restraint over- 
board, and chaotic conditions would 
prevail. 

At the end of 
the last century, 
an author, Guy 
Thome, skilfully 
portrayed such a 
denouement i n 
his book: "When 
It Was Dark", 

describing how a parchment had 
been unearthed purporting to be a 
confession of Joseph, of Arimathea, 
that he had removed the body of 
Jesus -from the tomb he had lent, and 
buried it elsewhere. But the story 
was never truer to life than when it 
pictured the attitude of the genuine 
Christians — those who had accepted 
the teachings of Christ at an early 
age, and had experienced a cata- 
clysmic change in their thinking 
and acting, those who had lived in 
close touch with Christ all their 
lives. They refused to believe the 
news, and were not surprised when 
it was revealed as a forgery. 

To the confirmed Christian, the 
resurrection is not a remote some- 
thing that took place in the dim, 
shadowy days of the first century; 
it is an ever-recurring, present-day 
miracle. They do not need to be 
assured of the rising again of Jesus 
by re-reading the story from an- 
cient documents. He is alive as far 
as they are concerned by more in- 
fallible proofs— they feel His pres- 
ence ever near. 

Brother Lawrence and Francis of 
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Assissi are not the only men who 
"practised the presence of God" — 
who went about their kitchen duties 
or their rustic wanderings with the 
conviction that Jesus was actually 
with them all day long; millions of 
believers are just as convinced. 
They take literally the words of 
Jesus: "If ye abide in Me and My 
words abide in you, ye shall ask 
what ye will, and it shall be done 
unto you". They do not regard 
themselves as mystics, because most 
of them are happy, wholesome, nat- 



ie Editor 



ural people, fond of a good laugh, 
enthusiastic in the Way they tackle 
work and play, and thoroughly re- 
liable, likeable persons. 

They believe the resurrection 
story so whole-heartedly that Jesus 
is a Constant Companion by their 
side. They do not need to enter a 
stately cathedral to pray; they 
merely whisper a word as they go 
about their daily routine, and they 
are certain that Christ understands. 

How does this faith stand up to- 
day, when the threat of terrifying 
missiles zooming through space 
from thousands of miles away stares 
their world in the face. They re- 
main unshaken. Their conviction 
that Christ is a reality, that He is 
ever with them and will not suffer 
harm to come to them is a source 
of confidence. It is not the ostrich- 
like head-in-the-sand business; it is 
a tried and proved trust in One who 
has never failed them. They hear 
the voice of Jesus, as in the days 
of His flesh, "When ye hear of wars 
and rumours of wars he not 
troubled". Quite the contrary: 
"Then look up and lift up your 




heads, FOR YOUR REDEMPTION 
DRAWETH NIGH!" 

That is what makes Christianity 
such a dynamic force in the world 
today. It is because its faithful ad- 
herents accept the Faith one hun- 
dred per cent. They know they are 
not worshipping a dead god; they 
do not make a pilgrimage to some 
mausoleum where his body may be 
observed in a glass coffin, or in 
some pretentious tomb. He is alive; 
His presence fills the universe. No 
need to journey to find Him; He is 
everywhere present — "nearer to us 
than breathing". 

The purpose of the celebration of 
Easter is to quicken the flagging 
faith of weak disciples of Jesus — 
to turn timidity to boldness; defeat 
to victory; doubt to faith; boredom 
to enthusiasm. This can happen. 
There can be the miracle of a 
spiritual resurrection — if we take 
Jesus in simple faith, and enshrine 
Him on the throne of our hearts. 



#ob Ibpeeb gou ! 

s*}l LOWLY, true knight of Emmanuel, 
Q^P Whose quick compassion flows most 

readily 
Toward the loveless, wlfere the unlovely 

dwell; 
Whose gentle courage strives most 

steadily 
When the despairing seek the gate of 

Hell- 
God speed you, true knight of Emmanuel! 



O true disciple of that Holy Name, 
Most like your Master when you cannot 

turn 
Your eyes from sorrow, nor your heart 

from shame, 
Until your soul with Christ's own sor. 

row burn 
And to that fire all misery lays claim — 
God bless you, true disciple of that 

Namel — "The Deliverer", London. 
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AN EASTERTIDE MESSA( 



^■"™*WO travellers had come to a 
a place where their faith was 
§ shaken. Ideas and hopes had 
*" — ' been shattered — they seemed 
of all men most bereft. How often as 
they had walked the highways and 
byways of Galilee had the long miles 
from town to town and village to vil- 
lage become journeys of joy, for they 
had accompanied their Master. But 
now, the brief miles on the Emmaus 
Way seemed longer than ever. 

They had been students of Scripture 



and they had held converse with One 
who, before His death, they were sure 
was the crowning fulfilment of the 
prophecies. On his success they had 
staked their all, but now disaster had 
come. Had their trust in the Scrip- 
tures been but a delusion? Must they 
now close the Book and put it aside? 
Whilst He lived they had believed. 
Now to them He was dead. 

In this mood they were glad that 
a Stranger had joined them on their 
sorrowful way. His familiarity with 




the Scriptures and His views on (( 
nature of their fulfilment had stittv 
lated and challenged their faith ai 
excited their minds. They were cot 
forted by His acceptance of their I 
vitation to stay with them overnighl 

Presently things were changing! Tl 
Stranger was effecting a transform 
tion. It came not by the display 
some • miraculous power but throu; 
the most simple of all things — a hom 
ly meal. That meal became t' 
medium of a stupendous revelatio 
"He made Himself known to them 
the breaking of bread." At the tal 
His voice was recognized. The look 
His eye confirmed it all. The han 
that broke the bread were the sai 
that had broken bread on a Gallic 
hillside. 

How many have mistakenly thouj 
that Christ can reveal Himself only 
some great occasion. It is not wrc 
earnestly to desire a sense of J 
presence. Without that sense spirit' 
energies flag; we give in to the eas 
way; or vision is dimmed and vo 



are weakened. But our mistake » 
well be that when we are m 
conscious of our need we look for I 
in the big interventions and fail to 
that He so often desires to reveal B 
self in simple ways. 

How did this intimate revelation 
love come about? Is not love revet 
in terms of intimacy of the biif 
heart? For such a revelation a lo* 
word is needed, since of all ivui 
actions speech is the most reveal 
Even before they came to the ' v 
where they had their meal tog el 
there began to dawn upon t' 
travellers a faint suspicion as to 
the Stranger was. Subsequently 
they looked back upon that jot-" 
they confessed: "Did not our H' 
burn within us while He talked ' 
us by the way?" 

Doubts were not easily banished 
none can deny that in simple 
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comforting speech as He broke the 
bread there came a confirmation of 
that which their hearts had wanted 
to believe on the Emmaus Way. And 
He still confirms His love toward us 
through the voice of His Spirit. 

But in all the intimacies of love the 
sight of the loved one is coveted. The 
human heart wants to see the lips 
upon which the words are born and 
to read the earnestness upon the 
features of the beloved. Love cannot 
for long be satisfied with words be- 
hind a veil. As intimacy grows love 
demands vision. Love wants to be 
present with the one loved. God, per- 
haps we can reverently say, was will- 
ing to recognize this need for the seen 
and the known. Hence He who placed 
the stars in their courses came to men 
as a Man fixing roofs on homes in 
Nazareth — a Man who could say: "He 
that hath seen Me hath seen the 
Father also!" He who was the Fount 
of all Wisdom and in whom there were 
hid all the treasures of knowledge 
came and dwelt in the flesh and gave 



companionship to simple fisher folk 
whose knowledge of the world did not 
go beyond the confines of a Galilean 
lake on whose shores they lived. Men 
had heard it said that "God is love"— 
now through the Incarnation they saw 
His love in action. 

Looking across the board on which 
the meal had been laid they who had 
learned to love their master knew Him 
once again and gazing on His trans- 
figured presence loved Him more than 
ever. 

There is another intimacy of love 
that the human heart must possess — 
the desire to share. No bread was ever 
more sweet to partake of than this 
broken bread shared. No shared bread 
ever bound hearts more closely in the 
intimacy of love and though it is not 
given to us to know His bodily pres- 
ence in our humble homes as these 
travellers did, yet all the joys of 
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Heaven He will share with those who 
love and follow Him. 

He has, it is true, much more to 
share with us than we can bring to 
share with Him but the simple duties 
of life faithfully performed, obedience 
to His will in the smaller demands as 
well as the greater, cheerfully accept- 
ing the tasks that He commits to our 
trust shall all become as the "broken 
bread" to which He will add His bless- 
ing and over which He will make Him- 
self known. As we partake of His 
nature and His holiness He is sharing 
with us that everlasting bread which 
never fails to nourish hearts knit to- 
gether in the intimacies of deep un- 
changing love. 

Dare we doubt the fact that it was 
the purpose of Christ in those forty 
days following His resurrection to lead 
the disciples into a new realization of 
His presence and love so that it might 
become the most natural thing for 
them to say "I know the Lord!" And 
He surely began that process with 
these two in that first Easter even- 
ing meal. 

This also is the purpose of Christ 
for us— but let us beware of failing to 
know Him in and through the simple 
homely things of life, for even of the 
simple things of personal and family 
living, fellowship and service in His 
Church and whatever we may have to 
do, it is gloriously true that all that 
His hand touches is blessed, and all 
that He blesses is sacramental. 



THE beautiful representation of Christ on 
the front page of this issue, copied from 
the painting by Karl Godwin, was made 
available to us by the Abingdon Press, Nash- 
ville, Tenn., U.S.A. Copies of the print may 
be obtained from G. Ft. Welch Co., Toronto. 
The copyright is held by Pierce and Washa- 
baugh. 



<~//ie Source of- J^trcngllt 

fffrYpheld by grace! 
MxX How often have I proved 
That in the hour of deepest need, 
Then I have been upheld indeed 
By all-sufficient grace. 



Redeeming grace! 

Oh, what a glorioTts day 

When I, with all my load of sin 

Became renewed by pow'r within 

Through all-sufficient grace. 

Sustaining grace! 

I have been kept secure, 

For in my heart there is a song, 

And when I'm weakest I am strong 

Through all-sufficient grace. 

Lord, give me grace 

For one day at a time, 

Help me to trust, through good or ill, 

Perfect in me Thy holy will 

Through all-sufficient grace. 

—L.F.J. 
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at Easter 
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(ERLIN, Germany, was an ex- 
traordinary place in which 
to spend Easter ten years 
ago. Extraordinary because, for al- 
most a year, the city had been com- 
pletely isolated from the rest of the 
Western world by a surface block- 
ade imposed by the Russians. Lying 
120 miles deep inside the Soviet 
Zone, Western Berlin could well 
have succumbed to the psychologi- 
cal and economic effects of having 
its road and rail life-lines with the 
Western world cut-off had it not 
been for a unique and amazing op- 
eration, which became known as the 
"Berlin airlift". 

The Western powers, faced with 
the seemingly impossible problem 



"wave" for Berlin. Soon 
"after becoming airborne, 
Bernard turned the aircraft 
north to the narrow air 
"corridor" opposite Ham- 
burg, from which we dare 
not stray. We then headed 
east over Russian territory, 
at a height of 3,500 feet, 
toward blockaded Berlin, 
with our precious — but dan- 
gerous- — cargo of 6,000 gal- 
lons of gasoline! Bernard 
decided to tune in on his 
radio to London, and by. an 
almost unbelievable coinci- 
dence we found ourselves 
listening to The Salvation 
Army International Staff 




By First-Lieutenant Dudley Coles, Kentville, N.S. 



of feeding a population equal to To- 
ronto and Montreal combined, and 
keeping industry operating, at- 
tempted the only answer possible — 
a massive, unparalleled air effort. 
Using all the available resources of 
the Royal Air Force, the United 
States Air Force and British Civil 
Airlines (with which the writer was 
associated), the Berlin airlift be- 
came the greatest air movement 
ever undertaken or visualized. What 
a thrill to play a small part in it! 
. Many flights were made in and 
out of Berlin in those days, but 
none more memorable or enjoyable 
than that made with the Salvation- 
ist pilot of a great four-engined 
Tudor aircraft, within a week or 
two of Easter. We met on the tar- 
mac of Wunsdorf airfield in the 
British zone and, when I explained 
that, business completed, I was 
anxious to return to Berlin, my 
newly-found friend, Bernard, of- 
fered to take me there. 

Clambering aboard the aircraft, 
we found ourselves in a line of 
eight similar planes, all bound on a 



Band. Imagine the thrill which 
came to us as the harsh roar of 
noisy engines was dulled by the 
militant music of the Army we 
loved and proudly represented. 

Just before the end of the broad- 
cast we found ourselves approach- 
ing Berlin, and Bernard had to 
switch over to "airfield control" for 
landing instructions. So close and 
numerous were the aircraft preced- 
ing and following us, that we were 
not allowed to circle the airfield be- 
fore landing, nor were we allowed 
a timing error of greater than thirty 
seconds. Had the margin been 
greater than one-half-minute, the 
aircraft would be ordered to fly di- 
rectly over the airfield, back to its 
zonal base. 

As we lined up with the runway 
and began to descend, we could see 
the plane in front just touching 
down; the one in front of that just 
taxi-ing off the landing strip on to 
the apron, while a third had just 
arrived at the fuel dump to be un- 
loaded. Conversation had ceased 
now, and Bernard's complete atten- 



tion and concentration was centred 
on bringing his heavy Tudor air- 
craft down to a good landing. This 
accomplished, we shared a quick 
cup of coffee before parting; Ber- 
nard returning with his aircraft to 
Wunsdorf, while I hastened to my 
office on the airfield. 

How much we enjoyed such 
pleasant interludes in an otherwise 
strenuous and somewhat hazardous 
operation! The Berlin airlift termi- 
nated in the summer of 1949, when 
road and rail communications be- 
tween the Western sectors of Berlin 
and the Western zones of Germany 
were restored. 

A Cogent Analogy 

Blockaded Berlin, with its life- 
line cut, can well represent man- 
kind separated and isolated from its 
Creator, the only source of eternal 
life, by the work of Satan. Just as 
the Berliners were saved by this 
operation of mercy, so can mankind 
be saved by the "new and living 
way" provided by God, who sent 
His Son to die on Calvary, that the 
power and purposes of Satan might 
be defeated, and man's access to 
His Heavenly Father be restored. 
(Continued on page 14) 
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Surfc of Life 



C~y ARMER FRED had planted a 
/ field with beans. The weather 
--^ turaed warm and dry, the 
hot sun baked a crust on the clay 
soil, Fred cast a glance over the 
field some time later, and stopped 
to rub his eyes. The land had an 
unusual appearance. When Fred 
investigated he found the bean 
sprouts had forced their way 
through the crust by breaking size- 
able pieces loose and raising them 
on edge. The bean sprout is not a 
spear like a blade of grass, but is 
doubled over rather like a man put- 



sional dolorous note as they sat 
forlornly in the olive tree across 
from the rock-hewn sepulchre. "He 
is dead" whispered the lilies, nodd- 
ing their heads in the light breeze. 
"He spake so kindly of us, when so 
many folk simply trample us under- 
foot, and we heard Him say, 'As the 
Father hath life in Himself, so hath 
He given to the Son to have life in 
Himself." Was it the dew, or was it 
tears trickling from their saddened 
faces? 

Death is so final. Like a heavy, 
steel-bound door, that swings shut 



By Major Lawrence Hansen (P) 
Vancouver, B.C. 



ting his shoulder to a load. The 
thousands of sprouts had put their 
shoulders to the hard crust and 
lifted it. The sprout itself is very 
tender, a slight twist and it is 
broken off, and the least degree of 
frost will kill it, yet here was a 
demonstration of the indomitable 
surge of life that could not be de- 
nied. 

Follow me to a garden, in the 
early morning, and watch another 
miracle of life breaking through. 
Jesus, defeated by the common ef- 
forts of Jewish schemers and 
Roman authority, had been laid in 
a grave, the victim and the captive 
of Death. "The threat of our secu- 
rity is gone", said the priests, "He 
is dead now. Better that one man 
die than the whole nation perish." 

"He is dead now", said the dis- 
ciples. "The dream has ended. Just as 
well go back to the old tasks. "We 
had thought that it was He that 
should have redeemed Israel." 

"He is dead" chirped the ever- 
present sparrows. "Could not our 
Father who watches over us have 
watched over him to prevent this 
tragedy?" Their usual cheerful 
chirping was reduced to an occa- 
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on everything you have desired. 
We stand by the grave of a departed 
loved one and think of all the words 
we would like to say, or all the 
things we would like to do to- 
gether, but no more! Death has in- 
tervened. David fasts and weeps, 
and pleads, while the sickly baby is 
still breathing, but when he is dead 
David accepts the verdict. It is final. 
Man has struggled against death 
through the centuries, but to no 
avail, the search for the fountain of 
youth was never successful. The 
warning in the garden of Eden has 
been carried out. "In the day that 
thou eatest thereof, thou shalt sure- 
ly die." Men have found death un- 
avoidable and unconquerable. 

But wait! Wait! Wake up, spar- 
rows! Look lilies! The stone is 
moving! The crust, formed over the 
centuries, is breaking. Jesus comes 
walking out of the grave, death has 
lost its grip, life is springing forth. 
Run quickly, tell the disciples; let 
their mourning be turned into joy, 
and their sighing into singing. This 
is something new. Not just an ex- 
tension of the old, weary years, but 
a new life, shattering death and 
mocking the grave. 




"It was not possible that He 
should be holden of it," cried Peter 
in his great sermon on the day of 
Pentecost, referring to Jesus being 
subject to death and the grave, but 
rising with newness of life on 
Easter morning. Of course not. How 
could life be held back when it was 
springtime? This was God's hour 
to reveal His unlimited life, and His 
power over death. 

Let us think back to the field of 
beans for a moment. If some blight 
had attacked those beans in their 
seed stage, they would never have 
sprouted. That is exactly what hap- 
pened to humanity — the blight of 
sin came upon us. "In Adam, all 
die." We lost the power of eternal 
life. The same thing would have 
happened to Jesus if Satan had been 
successful in his efforts. If the 
slightest stain of sin had rested on 
Jesus, He could not have risen from 
the dead. There would have been no 
unquenchable breaking forth. His 
resurrection was proof that He was 
indeed without sin. 

One more thing. He associates us 
with Himself in His victory. "Be- 
cause I live, ye shall live also." 
There is the joy of the believer — 
the cause of his peace. "In Christ 
shall all be made alive." 

Does Easter mean this to you? 
Do you shiver with delight when 
you realize that Jesus, walking out 
of that darkened tomb, brought the 
certainty of eternal life to you, if 
you believe? 
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£""™yHE Christian Faith rests 
/ on the truth of the resur- 
§ rection of our Lord. If 
*"■— ' Christ did not rise from 
the dead, then He is only man, for 
it is His resurrection that provides 
the ultimate proof of His divinity. 

If Christ did not rise, we must 
abandon all hope of salvation. The 
Apostle Paul declared, "And if 
Christ be not raised your faith, is 
vain; ye are yet in your sins." (1 
Cor. 15:17.) 

If Christ did not rise, hope of 
immortality disappears. We are of 
little more consequence than dry 



A Miraculous "Bu 

BY THE CHIEF SECRETARY 
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leaves, blown away by the autumn 
winds. In the chapter quoted we 
read, "And if Christ be not 
raised .... then they also which 
are fallen asleep in Christ are 
perished." 

If Christ did not rise, the Chris- 
tian should hold his tongue, for 
"then is our preaching vain". It is 
not sufficient to proclaim a lofty 
ethic. Such preaching, minus the 
redeeming power of the Cross and 
the victory of the open tomb, is- 
hollow mockery. 

"BUT" — what a miraculous con- 
junction! "BUT now is Christ risen 
from the dead. . . . For as in Adam 
all die, even so in Christ shall all 
be made alive!" 

There is no equivocation in 
this assertion. "But now is Christ 
risen . . ." Proof, you ask? He ap- 



peared after His resurrection to 
Mary Magdalene and the other 
women, to various disciples at dif- 
ferent times, on several occasions to 
eleven disciples, and once to ten of 
them. Paul told the Corinthians 
(1 Cor. 15:6) that he appeared to 
fully five hundred brethren! 

There is contemporary proof too! 
It is provided by the perpetual 
miracle of His appearance in the 
lives of believers today. Trans- 
formed men and -women on every 
hand testify to His undying pres- 
ence and power in their hearts. No 
wonder that, after two thousand 
years, we still hail those three his- 
toric actions of God in Christ — His 
incarnation, crucifixion and resur- 
rection — as the most stupendous and 
far-reaching happenings in the his- 
tory of humanity! 
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ITH Jeers and taunts they nailed 
to a cross, 
And then, with tearing flesh and riving 

bone, 
Raised Him on high that all might see 

their King, 
And sat and watched Him there. 

And He, in patient silence, suffered all, 
For what they did was still the least of 

all 
His suffering. 

His great heart broke 

At thought of man's rejection of God's 
love; 

And at the last the gallant Spirit sped 

With one embracing prayer for all man- 
kind — 

"Father, forgive! — they know not what 
they do." 

— John Oxenham. 



A CALL TO SERVICE 

To serve the present age, 

My calling to fulfil; 
Oh, may it all my powers engage, 

To do my Master's will. 



The Cross and a Centurion 

(Continued from page 5) 
Is it not found in the thought that 
here in this Christian land we are 
all in the same situation as the cen- 
turion? We, too, have 'heard about 
the miracles of Christ; we, too, 
know of His power over life and 
death; we, too, must bow before 
those v/ords, "I lay down my life 
of myself," and admit that He is 
truly the Son of God. 

And, if Christ offered Himself, 
dare we refuse to accept His offer- 
ing? Surely not! Rather let us 
stand beside the cross and, in won- 
der, gratitude and dedication cry 
out, "Surely this is the Son of God!" 



Jasster 



HUMAN INDIFFERENCE 

<<TflfS it nothing to you, all ye that 
-JJpass by? behold, and see if there 
be any sorrow like unto my sorrow, 
whieh is done unto me, wherewith 
the Lord hath afflicted me in the 
day of His fierce anger. . . . abroad 
the sword bereaveth, at home there 
is as death. . . . my sighs are many, 
and my heart is faint" 

(Lamentations 1: 12,20,22). 
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E is risen, hallelujah! 
fail this glad and glorious morns 

Satan of his power is shorn. 
Christ the Lord, for ever glorious 
Over sin and death victorious, 
Breaks the bands of death asunder, 
Leaves the nether world in wonder, 
Walks the solid earth again 
Christ, the Light and Life of men. 

He is risen, hallelujah! 

Lo, the night of gioorn is past, 

Easter morning breaks at last; 

Dark has been the night of error, 

Long the reign of sin and terror 

But the Dayspring now appears 

Dissipating all our fears. 

Oh, what Joy there is in Heaven! 

Every sin may be forgiven. 

He is risen, hallelujah! 

Let all earth and Heaven rejoice, 

Ye redeemed of every nation 

Praise the Lord with heart and voice. 

Shout aloud in acclamation: 

Truth has triumphed over error 

Love has superseded terror; 

Now the darkest night is o'er 

Christ shall reign for evermore. 

— James Gray, Toronto, 



When God puts burdens upon you 
He also puts His own arm under 
you, 
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<^ "V O ascertain who was respon- 

/ sible for the crucifixion of 
*—S Jesus, a few historical facts 
are to be considered. In relation to 
the Roman authorities there were 
three segments of Jewish thought— 
the Sadducees, the Pharisees and the 
zealots. The Sadducees were the 
traitors of their time. >SThey had lost 
the hope of becoming an indepen- 
dent nation, and had become scepti- 
cal of Israel's religious destiny. 
Therefore, they acquiesced to the 



of the zealots. The persons, who 
more than any other, brought about 
the crucifixion of Jesus were the 
zealots. They were the extreme 
wing of anti-Roman resistance, and 
preached holy war against the 
forces of occupation. The important 
role they played has been under- 
lined again recently in two docu- 
ments discovered in the vicinity of 
the Dead Sea. The zealots were 
specially compromising for Jesus, 
because some of His disciples 
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Roman's abuse of power. The Sad- 
ducees today would symbolize apos- 
tasy and materialism. Whilst it is 
conclusive that they tried to hood- 
wink the Lord in questions of poli- 
tics and theology, they cannot be 
accused of being directly responsi- 
ble for the crucifixion of Jesus 
Christ. 

The Pharisees were the foremost 
persecutors of Jesus Christ. They 
were strictly a sect of correct, 
moral, zealous, self-denying but 
mostly self-righteous men. They 
were proud of their movement, 
which was established to maintain 
the letter of the law and which 
dated back to the days when the 
Jews returned from the Babylonian 
captivity. The Pharisees intrigued 
to put the Master to death. Their 
determination is noted in a pro- 
phetic sentence uttered by one of 
their members: "It is expedient for 
us, that one man should die for the 
people" (John 11, 50). The Phari- 
sees may be justly accused of many 
wrong doings, but they were only 
morally and not literally responsi- 
ble for the crucifixion of Jesus. Had 
they the authority to condemn Him 
to death, Jesus ■ would have been 
stoned, according to Jewish law. 

The Lord had to wage a war on 
three fronts at the same time: : 
against the materialism of the Sad- 
ducees, the self-exalting religion of 
the Pharisees, and the insurgence 
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showed unmistakable signs of being 
members of this group. Simon, 
called Zelotes (Luke 6; 15) also 
called Simon, the Canaanite (Mark 
3; 18) is often mistaken to mean 
"native of Canaan". In reality, 
"Canaanite" is simply the Aramaic 
translation for "zealot". Another is 
Judas Iscariot (John 6; 71) whose 
last name has often been rendered 
"man of Cariot", but there is no 
evidence that such a place ever 
existed, according to Bible scholars. 
The possibility exists that this word 
may be the Hebrew translation for 
zealot from its Latin equivalent. The 
Master's contact with the zealots 
particularly incurred the wrath of 
the Romans, and it was as a zealot 
that Jesus was condemned to die 
the death of the cross. 

All Men Responsible 

The Jews condemned Jesus for 
blaspheming against God; the Ro- 
mans condemned Christ because 
they feared He would set up an 
earthly kingdom. The final respon- 
sibility lies judicially with the 
Romans. But over and above this 
circumstantial evidence, a certain 
responsibility is traced to all men 
to the end of this age. The Lord, 
who was transfigured on the mount 
and whose inherent power had 
twelve legions of angels at His com- 
mand, could have conquered all the 
earthly powers mentioned. 



But God's ways are strange to 
man, and Jesus was foreordained to 
come into the world not in pomp 
and pelf but in lowliness and meek- 
ness to be the Saviour of the world. 
An angel said to Joseph, "Thou 
shalt call His name Jesus: for He 
shall save His people from their 
sins" (Matthew 1; 21). After the 
Lord's ministry on earth, Paul 
wrote, "God commendeth His love 
toward us, in that, while we were 
yet sinners, Christ died for us" 
(Romans 5; 8). Thus did Christ die 
for your sins and mine; we are 
personally responsible for the cru- 
cifixion of Jesus Christ. Let us, then 
dwell in Him, where sin, "hath no 
more dominion", and may the death 
of Christ for our sins be an impell- 
ing force in our lives manifested 
in love and service for others. 



Who Wants To Live Forever? 

(Continued from page 4) 
This life is too short for the fulfill- 
ment of our purposes and ideals. It 
is given for wisdom, and yet the 
oldest and wisest have so much to 
learn; for growth in goodness and 
yet so much evil remains; for pa- 
tience and sympathy and self- 
control and love, and yet we are 
fretful and hard and weak and sel- 
fish. But the living hope which the 
resurrection of Christ begets in us 
is that in the life to come the limi- 
tations which hamper our growth 
here will be removed. We shall find 
ourselves in a new environment in 
which our better nature will have 
its full development — strength of 
heart for higher service, vigour of 
mind for more truth, purity of soul 
for the vision of God. 

All of which brings me back to 
the conviction at the heart of the 
Easter message: "Blessed be the 
God and Father of our Lord Jesus 
Christ! By His great mercy we 
have been born anew to a living 
hope through the resurrection of 
Jesus Christ from the dead." 
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Calvary's 



Triumph 



•j i »HEN we picture Jesus on 
/ Ji J the Cross, His body racked 
VW with pain, His accusers 
mocking Him, His life slowly ebb- 
ing away, we see not defeat but 
triumph. This was Christ's greatest 
battle and He came out more than 
Conqueror. How earnestly He had 
prayed: "Father, if it be possible, 
let this cup pass from me", but it 
was not possible; He had to carry 
His Cross to Golgotha's hill and 
purchase our salvation, by drinking 
the cup to its last bitter drop. 

At Calvary, Christ triumphed over 
sin. The Bible clearly teaches that 
we are all sinners, and that the 
penalty of sin is spiritual death. 
Christ paid sin's debt for us; He 
stood in our place and, through 
faith in His vicarious atonement, 
we are pardoned — absolved of all 
sin. 

The blood of Christ seals our par- 
don and cleanses us from sin. John 
says: "The blood of Jesus Christ . . . 
cleanses us from all sin." The 
Levitical law stated: "It is the blood 
that maketh an atonement for the 
soul." There are those today who 
would deny the doctrine of blood 
atonement. They would point us to 
the life of Christ, His sermon on 
the mount, His daily sacrifice. "This 
is what saves," they would say. The 
Holy Spirit warns us in Hebrews 
about those "who have counted the 
blood of the covenant, wherewith 
we have been sanctified, an unholy 
thing and have done despite unto 
the Spirit of grace". Peter makes 
it clear: "We are not redeemed 
with such corruptible things as sil- 
ver and gold, but with the precious 
blood of Christ". It is the slain 
"Lamb" of God that takes away the 
sin of the world. 

Some time ago, I heard one say 
to another: "If you do your best in 
life it will be acceptable to God." 
It will not! The Bible tells us that 
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our righteousness is as unclean rags 
in His sight. All your effort to be 
good and do good cannot cleanse 
one sin. Cain's offering was re- 
jected, but Abel's blood sacrifice 
was accepted. On Calvary's Cross 
Christ triumphed over sin, and only 
through faith in His blood are we 
justified. 

Jesus said that God gave His Son 
to die on the Cross because He "so 
loved the world". This triumph at 
Calvary is, then, a triumph of love. 
There would have been no sacrifice 



to self first. This is the great para- 
dox of Calvary. By becoming cap- 
tives of Christ we receive that free- 
dom which "makes us free indeed". 
One morning, some years ago, I 
remember looking out at the won- 
ders of nature and thinking of the 
triumph of Christ. My thoughts took 
the form of verse and I wrote the 
concluding words of the poem: 

"My heart is filled with glory and with 
wonder 

When on the scene's of nature's might I 
look; 

I love the glory of the summer wood- 
land, 



By Captain Wm. Brown, Trenton, Ont. 



or salvation without the giving of 
love — that is the source of our re- 
demption. When Jesus, on the Cross, 
said: "Father, forgive them, for they 
know not what they do", it was 
prompted by a limitless, all- 
inclusive, all-consuming love. It is 
this love that seeks lost souls today. 
You who have been relying on your 
own righteousness, you who are in- 
different to His voice, you who are 
too proud to humble yourselves be- 
fore the Cross — Christ's love seeks 
you today, and He wants to forgive 
you and cleanse you from sin. It 
was this great, redeeming love that 
triumphed at Calvary. 

At Calvary Christ triumphed over 
death. There would have been no 
empty tomb if there had not been 
the blood-stained Cross. Jesus said, 
"Father, into Thy hands I commit 
my spirit" and, at that moment of 
death, He received life. His Spirit 
did not die and, in a few short 
hours, it was united with His body. 
Our Saviour became the first fruits 
of the resurrection, because He died 
on the Cross. What a glorious 
triumph! 

In Christ's death repentant sin- 
ners find life. Through His triumph 
we may triumph, but we must die 



I love the quiet ripple of the brook. 
But more than all the riches of these 

glories 
Is the rich love of Him who died for me; 
And more than all the splendour of the 

heavens 
Is Christ, triumphant, on the saored 

tree." 

Reader, have you been to Cal- 
vary? There is triumph there for 
you. 



AIRBORNE AT EASTER 

(Continued from page 10) 
Christ "bridges the gap" caused by 
sin and links us to Heaven. He is 
our "corridor" to eternal life, for 
Christ Himself said, "I am the Way, 
the Truth and the Life: no man 
cometh unto the Father, but by Me." 
Naturally, I look back with justi- 
fiable pride to the privilege of par- 
ticipating in the massive and mem- 
orable airlift which kept Western 
Berlin alive ten years ago. Im- 
measurably greater, however, is the 
joy and thrill of playing a part in 
the task of saving men and women 
from eternal death by telling them 
the timeless Easter story of Christ, 
whose death and resurre'ction bring 
the possibility of present life more 
abundant and future life everlast- 
ing. 
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